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Fun Week by Week. 
By THE PARTY ON THE Sport. 


Vednesday.—Just took a glance in at the Sanitary Congress. 
Found the ladies hard at it on ‘‘ Rational Dress.’ How they will 
keep boring on at that subject, to be sure! Let them dress any 
way they like—who cares? But they will keep on talking about it. 
The fact is they don’t see the fun of making guys of themselves 
unless they can get all the other girls to join in. 


DOUBTFUL. 


If women are such precious flats 
They like to bike and stalk about 

In knicker-pants and bowler hats— 
The thing they needn’t talk about. 

If they desire to take their dress, 
And have a lot of fun with it, 

My goodness ! can’t they chatter less 
And do it and have done with it! 

To ordinary thinking minds 
It seems (when they’ve arrayed themselves) 

A lurking doubt expression finds— 
They chatter to persuade themseives ! 


Went and fetched the soldiers off Salisbury Plain at the finish of 
the manceuvres, and then ran down for a look at the Gloucester dog 
snow, 

Thursday.~-Went down to the Isle of Wight and carefully started 
Her Most Gracious off to Scotland, fetched the Duchess of York 
back from Tonbridge, and took the Institute of Journalists over to 
the Isle of Man, where they were welcomed by Mr. H—! C—e 
(name suppressed by request). Helped to give the Humane Society’s 
medal toa plucky little chap of 5 years old, who saved his younger 
brother from drowning. Studied the weights for the autumn 
handicaps for the rest of the day. 


Friday.—Went and wound up the National Sanitary Congress, 
and afterwards had a look at a rattling good show of dahlias at the 
Crystal Palace. Remembered that it was the first anniversary of 
the Battle of Omdurman. 


MAKING FREE. 


The Battle of Omdurman, 
That settled a stubborn foe, , 
Was fought (as the crown of a tortoise-plan) 
Only a year ago; 
Freedom, the Englishman 
From infancy’s hour may know, 
But freedom was born in the far Soudan 
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Saturday.—Pretty wet at times, but went down to Sandown for 
an hour or two all the same. Saw several cricket matches, too. 
Heard they were having a bull fight over in sunny France, and went 
to see. Disgusting exhibition! Poor old France! Such signs of 
the times are not to be ignored! Wherever are you a-going to, 
mum ? 


WHAT’S THE MATTER-(DORE) ? 


Now, be it Fate or be it chance, 
Or conscience overlaid, 
It’s pretty clear that poor old France 
Is on the downward grade; 
Panama and the Dreyfus case 
Reveal a rotten tone, 
And now they’re crowning their disgrace 
With Bull-fights at Bull-ogne! 


Monday.—The weather has warmed up again to-rights. The 
only costume I can feel comfortable in precludes my going out in 
any but an equatorial community. Consequently I shall see 
nothing to-day—not even Barnet Fair. 


Tuesday.—Thought I’d_ run over and see how they were 
getting on at Rennes. Not very interesting, couldn’t pump up 
much interest in so much ‘‘ thrashing of dead horses’’—all sane 
men have made up their minds long ago as to the innocence of the 
“Martyr of Devil’s Isle” and the desirability of ham- 
stringing Mercier and Company, so why not leave off all 
the chatter and do it? Went over to Belfast and opened 
the Conference of the Associated Chamber of Commerce, 
set them talking like the rest of the Congress—Benedicks 
(‘nobody marks them!’’); from there, for an hour or two, to the 
Ramsgate Regatta, and then over to Christiania to help them open 
the new National Theatre there. Have heard of a strike of sailors 
for several days past, but haven't seen anything of it, so perhaps 
it’s a canard (or a Cunard!). Saw the Shamrock do a trial spin the 
other day. It seems to have fluttered the American dovecots, but 
I don’t know that it matters much myself. I’d just as soon one 
won as the other—perhaps sooner. 


LUKE-WARM. 


The Shamrock in Amerikee 
Has had its trial spin, 
And local parties fear that we 
Have just a chance to win. 
So mote it be—the best, this deal, 
Will take the prize—don’t doubt it— 
Although I cannot say I feel 
50 very yacht about it ! 
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THE PITCH OF TOLERATION. 


The vexed question of a suitable pitch for Pianofortes has for many weeks perplexed the mind of Hinkslynger Jones. He is delighted 
to learn that there is for the future to be only one pitch, according to the Record of the Musical Pitch Controversy. 


Venus versus Mars. | A Great Cycling Meeting. 


A NEW TRANSVAAL GAME, AT THE SEA-SIDE, 
We’'rE driven along from pillar to post, | I'p seen nothing uncommon as yet, but folks say 
Now day follows day, and week follows week ; | That the cycling by ladies here reaches perfection ; 
To urgent demand of justice and right, While sitting, howe’er on the pier-head to-day 
Comes trial of patience ; answer we seek A gigantic young couple strolled in my direction. 


From Chief of the Transvaal— Master of Art; | ae tibiae ala : 
Both cunning, and shrewd, desiring delay, The lady was large, and at least six-foot high, 


That he may gain time for perfect defence; Her shoulders were broad and her bust looked balloony ; 


; The man was e’en bigger, and, as he edged by, 
To conquer Britannia new cards must play. | I noticed his features were placid and moony. 
A regiment of lovely women he drills 


To face our brave sons in battle array, Now, while they stood still, and the wonder-stare bore 
By love-darts to strike full deep in the heart. Of hundreds of eyes with sedate comprehension ; 
Alas! they’ll succumb, 'tis far from fair play ! Sut, later when dark—I was sauntering once more 


To Dahomey go we, surely to fetch Along that parade—something drew my attention. 


A regiment of Amazons, dusky and bold, 
To save our prized honour, glory, and fame, 
Regardless of largess : uncounted gold. 


On a seat by a lamp-post two strange objects stirred, 
And I saw these same giants, so huge and ungainly, 
Locked in a colossal embrace, and I heard 


Were Britain's brave sons to meet such a foe, The hurricane sigh of their rapture quite plainly. 
By beauty enslaved they would lay down their arms, , hee ad ;, ;' 
While honour and duty go by the board Then a thought scintillating with Funthro’ me passed . 
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The Last Duck ofSummer. | 


'Trs the last duck of summer 
Left quacking alone, 

All her tasty companions 
Are eaten and gone. 

Only stuffing awaits her, 
Green peas for her bed, 

We shall eat and enjoy her 
When once she is dead. 


I’ll not leave thee, thou duckling, 
To quack all alone, 
For thy comrades departed 
Were sweet to the bone. 
The cook in the morning 
Thy feathers will pluck, 
And we all shall enjoy thee, 
Thou innocent duck. 


Far better to wander 
In isles of the blest, 
Than quack all forsaken r 
When friends are at rest— i 
Vhen green peas are over | 
And stuffing’s a bore, 
It is better to quack 
On Eternity’s shore. 





Boers Spoiling fora Fight. | 
(‘The latest British despatch was | 
read in the Volksraad. It was received 


with an outburst of groansandhisses.’,— 
The Morning Post.]} | 


Tuis boastful Republic still blusters and 
roars, 
Let’s give them, they want it, a jolly 
big licking; 
But from Jnd get your horsemen to ride 
down these Boers ! 
For the smart Bengal Lancers are | 
“dabs ” at pig-sticking. | 











Precautionary. 


Tuey say that “ your best friend’s your 
pocket ”’; 
Then put a padlock on’and lock it! 








TAKING THE NECESSARY STEPS FOR AN END IN VIEW. 














Not so Black as He’s Painted! 


A FEATHERED ENEMY OF OUR NURSERY DAYS HAS 
A WORD TO SAY FOR HIMSELF. 


“The maid was in the garden hanging out the clo’es, 
There came a little blackbird and nipped off her nose.” 


Lo, I am the blackbird of ancient fame, 
Whom every girl and boy 

Has, with cries of shame, been ready to blame 
Since the time of the Siege of Troy! 

Lo, I am the bird in the “‘ Sixpenny Song” 
Who, one washing-day morn, arose 

And went skimming along till, by right or wrong, 
I annexed a fair maiden’s nose ! 

And the world declares that the deed I wrought 
In my spite, and each child of three 

Has that view been taught, and its breast been fraught 
With a bitter dislike for me! 

And little I’ve cared what the world might say— 
Until now, growing old, J fain 

Would the truth convey ere my dying day, 
And my freedom from guilt maintain ! 


When I'd skimmed along to the palace fair, 
That historical morn, d’ye think 

That I stayed to stare at the Monarch there 
While he made the spondulicks chink, 

Or to notice the cormorant Queen devour 
Her honey-and-bread ? Now, nay! 

From the garden in flower I the nursery bower 
Did with interest keen survey. 

For nurses and babes, round a table fair, 
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- Undoubt 


’Twas the famous pastime of ‘‘ Snap "’—and plain 


As “Snap” and “ Snap CentrE!”’ they cried amain, 


Was the joy to their hearts conferred, 


And suited the act tothe word! 


As I saw their laughter-lined cheeks expand, 


What a yearning inspired my breast 


To augment their band, and to take a hand, 


And to laugh and chirp with the best. 


But a window closed can’t by bird be passed 


So I watched and longed in vain 


With a longing vast, till the Fates at last 


For the Fates arranged that the ’tween girl May 
(Who washed the gowns of the Queen) 


(Having pitied me) eased my pain! 


Came forth that day to the garden gay, 


With a basket of garments clean. 


And, just as a kirtle of silvery white 


She from basket to line transferred, 
I cried “* Snap ScenTER!”’ with all my might, 


And . . .. suited the act to the word! 



















































Tue Association Football player 
Is a prouder man than London’s Mayor, 
When he’s introduced to the tiny gent 


Whom Heaven as his‘ son and heir” has sent ! 


And over Heredity’s power he gloats, 


As the trickling lips of his bairn he notes. 


He tells his fellows that babe and bride 
Ar ' 
‘‘ That little shrimp will uphold, egad, 

f OOF ! dad. 


Lt 


edly a Chip o’ th’ Old Block. 


e “ doing well ’—then he adds with pride : 
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Guiltless ! 
FRANCE : 


Sir, I have misjudged you: 
False and perjured ‘ friends ’’- 

Framing accusations—built 

Forgeries to prove your guilt 

You've disproved them to the hilt; 
I must make amends. 

Honour in dishonour steeped 
Shouted death to your good name— 

Foe seemed friend, and friend seemed 

foe, 

Tossed by treason to and fro, 

Which was truth I did not know— 
Fame seemed one with shame. 

So by these distractions harried, 

To and fro for ever carried, 

I perchance too long have tarried, 
Halting, weak, and lame. 

Sut your woes at length have passed— 

Passed your tears and grief— 

For at length I hurry fast, 
Fast, to your relief ! 


Sir, 1 have misnamed you- 

Called you ‘ traitor,” ‘‘ knave,”’ 
France in traitors put her trust ; 
Justice left to the unjust ; 

And aside the Truth she thrust 


‘* Honour ] 
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Teacher (to Tyro).—‘* Never mind striking these elegant attitudes, old man! Try to strike the ball!” 
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Breeding forgeries and lies, 
False reports, and foolish cries, 
Pointing, with deceitful eyes, 
To the ‘‘ might-have-been.”’ 
Secret papers diplomatic— 
Tricks illegal—wild—erratic— 
False assertions—-fierce, emphatic— 
Serve the Truth to screen. 
But, Sir, I can see at last, 
Through the lightening haze— 
And I would forget the past 
In more happy days. 





Sir I have betrayed you— 

I who should have saved— 
Hoodwinked by their wicked spite, 
In my poor perverted sight, 

Might appeared the only right. 

And I madly raved. 

‘‘ Honour,” cried the Gen’ral Staff— 

‘* Honour is at stake! 

Innocence must bear the weight 
Of the traitor’s dreadful fate, 
Honest Truth would wreck the State, 

Lie for ‘Honour’s’ sake. 

There's a secret weighty reason, 
Why a man accused of treason, 
Must be guilty !—we this season 

Dare not silence break!”’ 

But, Sir, France at last can se: 


. u 
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Sir, at last I know you— 
Brave, true-hearted son, 
Though in deepest sorrow thrust, 
Stillin France you put your trust, 
’Gainst betrayal, lies and lust, 
Vict’ry you have won. 
Honour ever bore you up, 
Honour brave and true. 
Filled you still with steadfast hope— 
That, ’gainst odds, you yet might cope 
With the crawling lies that grope 
In the dark round you. 
Worn with grief and bowed with sorrow, 
Despair’s grim tools you would not 
borrow, 
But looked forward to the morrow 
For the justice due. 
And, Sir, now France really knows 
All that you endure . 
She will guard you from your foes, 
And your fame secure. 





Candid. 


Mrs. Henpecker.—‘‘I must tell you, 
Mr. Blunt, that if you marry my 
daughter you will find she has a temper 
of her « W i 
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Waftings from the Wings. 
The Silver King has bobbed up serenely once again, this time at 


the — 


Theatre, a somewhat inco 
pure and simple, this play 


us locality, seemingly. 
s with human nature in 


all its many phases ; love, hate, constancy, covetousness, selfishness, 


et hoc genus omme, are several! 
decided! ewe, Soe he se 

t 
This 


uately 


: 
Pp: 


on. 


AT THE LYCEUM. 


Tae Rerven or tHe “ Sitven Kix.” 


sustained by Mr. Ambrose Manning. The subsidia 





dealt with. The first act is 
uent acts decidedly develop 


the limits of the 


the secret of The Silver 


King’s popularity. 
Doubtlessly, Mr. 
Wilson Barrett, in 
his original character 
of Wilfred Denver, has 
secured a position in 
the affections of play- 
oers, and those at the 
yceum on the open- 
ing night gave him a 
most vociferous and 
geehrenec greeting. 
Miss aud Jeffries 
plays Nellie Denver, 
the part created by 
Miss Eastlake, who 
has long since retired 
from the stage. The 
faithful butler Jaikes, 
who clings to the 
family through all its 
fortunes, is a type of 
race which must now 
be extinct. If there 
are any members 
extant, Mr. Horace 
Hodges is a splendid 
exponent. Mr. T. W. 
Percyval plays the 
coolly-implacable vil- 
lain Captain Skinner 
in a style both forcible 
and penetrating, and 
the overflowing unc- 
tuousness of m 
Coombe is thoroug 


ry parts are well 


rendered, and the entire play went well from start to finish, eliciting 


applause at every fall of the curtain and calls for eve 


one of the per- 


formers. This successful inauguration of Mr. Wilson Barrett's tenure 


of the Lyceum should 
of the new play, which 


The Degenerates is a 
sprightly play, of a cynical 
sprightliness, such as we 
all enjoy—partly because 
we know things are not 
altogether as thus; partly 
because acquiescence in 


cleverness of the sort 
makes one almost feel 


clever oneself and just a 
little knowingly wicked; 


partly because it makes 
our own virtue shine 


resplendent against the 
sordid and paltry back- 


ground of the woeful 


creatures depicted; partly 


because ——— and so on. 


Enough that Mr. 
Grundy’s incisive studies 
of character aie played 
with admirable grasp by 
a strong company, that 
Mrs. Langtry, with the 
added care of experience, 
plays with all her pristine 
charm, and that Miss 
Lily Grundy makes an 
attractive first attempt. 
ihe triumphant 

lA Tri to Midgett 
was never in doubt 
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— him to lose no time in the production 


é announces as the collaboration of himself 
and Mr. Lewis N. Parker, 











AT THE HAYMARKET 





moment, as the very first chord struck by the band was 
received with tumultuous applause by an energetic claque 
determined to earn its money or die forit. And as this claque’s 
fervour lasted, unabated, throughout the performance, and stil/ the 
genuine part of the audience threw no brickbats, it is pretty clear 
that the whole thing was considered fairly “class.’" My own view 


is that it was born out of due season, and should 
have come before—or later—at Christmas time. It has 
all the gorgeousness, incoherence, and immateriality of 








AT THE OLYMPIC. 


An 1m-MipGetT Success, 


pantomime. The midgets are clever—two of them in particular, 
Adolf Zink and Franz Ebert—and do a lot of ensemble and 
individual music-hall turns with evidence of training. Miss Selma 
Goerner merits a special word, too. The polyglot broken American 
English (which is the language they speak) seems to hide meaning 
even more than most languages. If you miss it you'll be sorry, 
but not so sorry as if you’d seen it and knew what you’d missed. I 
daresay you catch my meaning. 


Mr. N. C. Goodwin and Miss Maxine Elliott have resumed their 
season at the Duke of York’s Theatre with Miss Ryley’s successful 
play, 4n American Citizen. This charming comedy, wholesome as 
it is clever, and admirably played.as it is by Mr. Goodwin and Miss 
Elliott and the other members of an excellent caste, should hold 
the boards for many weeks to come. Witty and wholesome, An 
American Citizen shines amid the usual fin-de-siécle farces like a good 
deed in a naughty world. We hear a good deal about Woman’s 
Rights in and out of season, but Miss Ryley has once again proved 
that women can hold their own with the best of their male com- 
petitors, and the British public has shown, by its appreciation of 
An American Citizen, that it has no sex prejudices whatever. 


We have been requested to publish the following protest by our 
Lilliputian friends, who have, we venture to think, received very 
scant courtesy in the matter of their introduction to the London 
public by the leading critics :— 

‘* Will you please allow us a little space in which to protest against 
the point of view from which some of the leading critics of the 
London Press have regarded our appearance in A Trip to Midget- 
town. During the 17 years in which our company has been in 
existence, we have always welcomed criticism and profited by it; 
but then we have always been criticised as actors and actresses, 
never before have we had words of pity and compassion applied to 
us. We respectfully refuse to be pitied, even by the longest critic 
in London, 

“In o~ Continental and American city in which we have 
played we have been regarded as artistes, and we have made our 
success, in spite of our littleness, not because of it. We don’t 
object to criticism, however severe, but in London many of the 
critics have not confined their attention to our artistic efforts ; they 
— of things that have nothing to do with our art. They say, 
‘ They are not so big as we are, poor little things!’ Do they, then, 
measure artistic merit by the yard? Well, we have a man in our 
company who is 7ft. 2in. high, but we do not thinkit clever of him; 
we do not wish we were like him. Why don’t these compassionate 
critics give their pity to him? We have no need of it. On what 
grounds do they pity us? We are happy in our lives and in our 
profession; we make our living; some of us support brothers and 
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“During the 17 years we have never before written to a news- 
paper, and we would not now have made this protest, only that we 
think it is not fair of your critics to speak only of our smallness, 
and our artistic pride revolts against the pity they bestow upon us, 
_Your obedient servants, 

“Tue LILLIPUTIAN BURLESQUE ComPaNy.” 


Our friend and philatelist Palmer, of Catherine Street, has temeri- 
tously shaken our summer delight by dashing across our dazzled 
vision the danger signal of the coming winter. This same Palmer 
has audaciously published the ‘“‘The Philatelist’s Almanac for 
1900,” bound in a blood-red cover. Isn’t it awful? and the thermo- 
meter registering 90 degrees in the shade, too! In spite of the 
temperature we have perused this same almanac, which contains 
many special articles, and we invite attention to the clause known 
as Palmer’s Clause of 1884, which has been of great use in lessen- 
ing forgery; the portrait and details of James Chalmers; the entire 
calendar for 1900; portrait of the editor ; verses on the Old Year, 
the New Year, and Christmas; allusions to the Sunday journal 
movement of 1899 ; ‘‘ post-marks”’ is included; descriptions of the 
new place, 7, Catherine Street, Strand, whence this almanac goes 
for the first time; several items for amusement; notices of events 
interesting to stamp people; the whole being a record for dealers, 
collectors, and general readers. There are also impressions of six 
medals designed and struck by J. W. Palmer; specimens have been 
accepted by the Royalties, by distinguished people, and thousands 
have been spread gratuitously. ‘‘ The Philatelist’s Almanac,” now 
sent forth for the ninth issue, under the editorship of the pro- 
prietor and founder, J. W. Palmer, may be had post free 2d., from 
the office, or through any agents. London Office: 7, Catherine 
Street, Strand. 








The Parliament of Labour. 


A PANTOMIMIC ABSURDITY IN ONE GARDEN PARTY 
AND HALF-A-DOZEN ‘“ SCENES.” 


Tiwe: THe TWENTIETH CENTURY. 
Scene: A Sea-side Resort. 
DRAMATIS PERSONZ :— 


Delegates, Secretaries, M.P.’s, Chairman, Parliamentary Com- 
mittees, ‘A Voice,” and other wild animals. 


(Curtain rises and discovers the‘ minutes” being discussed and 
wasted by the assembled delegates, secretaries, etc.) 


A Delegate.—“ Order, order! The chairman, gentlemen, will now 
orate.” : 

Secretary.—‘“‘ Order yourself. ‘Oo wants ter ‘ear ’im, yer silly 
ole——”’ 

A Voice.—“ Sit dahn!”’ 

Chairman.— Gentlemen, feller werkus——”’ 
in Voice.—* ’Ooer yer corlin’ werkus? Werkus yerself! Sit 

ai” 

Chairman.—“ Feller men! The eyes of the world is on yer! The 
laberin’ millions of the hearth is a wotchin of yer! The woice of 
the people is a ’owlin’ at yer!” 

A Vowe.— Sit dahn!”’ 

Chairman.—“ I won’t sit dahn! Feller men, I rises to propoge a 
toast ” 

A Voice.— Ear, 'ear—give yer orders, gents—wot’sit ter be?—’ave 
this one wiv me—wot ob! After you wiv ther pot!” 

Chairman.— Feller men, when I says a toast I means a reser- 
lootion.” 

A Delegate.— Say what yer mean, then, and git on.” 

, Chairman.— Feller werkus in the vinyards of reform, the dye 
as dorned, the clards ‘as rolled awye, the marntin peaks of dooty 
have loomed in voo, touched by ther rosy fingers of ther dorn——” 

A Voice.—“ Let ’em orl cum! Ain’t it booterful? ” 

Chairman.—‘* Ware wos 1? Ah! fingers of ther dorn—as ole 
Jack Ruskin as booterfully said, ‘Lives there a bloke wiv heart so 
dead, wot never to ‘isself as said, this is my bloomin’ nitive land.’ 

us, feller werkus, this ’ereis our nitive land, it ain’t the crarn’s, and 
it ain’t the landlards, it’s ourn. It was liber as mide it, pals; ther 
rivers, and ther marntins, and the walleys, ther trees, and ther 
ars, ther grarse, and the likes, it was liber as mide ’em.” 

A Voice,— Good old liber! ”’ 

, Chairman.— Yus, feller werkus, and ther time is cum when 
iber must eat of ther froots of ’er toil. Orl ther wealth, and orl 

ther money, an’ orl ther grub, is ourn. Let us rise in our might 

and tike em. Ther Lord ’elps them wot ’elps theirselves—therefore 
ses ‘elp yerselves, feller werkus, and don’t mine me.” 
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e.—** "Ep yerselves, feller werkus! Wot ho 








Chairman.— Feller men, I will now conclude.” 

(Loud and prolonged cheers, the vast audience rising and singing 
“For 'e’s a Jilly good feller!’ ** Sweet Rosie O'Grady,” and other 
classical songs, with much gusto.) 

Chairman.—* Wishing of yer orl success in this yere meetin’ I 


resooms my seat,” 
(Renewed cheers.) 


A Delegate.—'‘ Wot I wants ter know is, why ain't the amalga- 
mated crorsin sweepers ‘ere ?—that’s wot I wants ter know!” 

A Voice.—* "Ear, ear.” 

Chairman.—“ That there question carnt be arst!” 

A Delegate.— Oh, but I arsts it. Why ain’t they ’ere?” 

Chairman.—“ Feller werkus, you all knows as ‘ow the crorsin’ 
sweepers ‘ad a row wiv ther amalgamated scavengers, an’ someone 
‘ad ter giv’ wy. Well, the arbertrater’e ups and ses, ses ‘e, I dunno 
exac’ly wot this yer row's abart, but I dercides as ‘ow the crorsin’ 
Sweepers is wrong; well, the crorsin’ sweepers ups and ses, ses they, 
we ain't wrong, ses they, and they calls the arbertrater an ole 
ass.” 

A Voice.—“‘So he wos! Wot ho!” 

Chairman.—“ Well, we ‘as our standin’ orders——”’ 

A Voice.—* Yer'll get yer marchin’ orders if yer don’t look art, 
that’s what yer’ll git.” 

Chairman.—‘ We ’as our standin’ orders, and accordin’ to them 
standin’ orders, as I reads ’em, any amalgermated party wot corls 
a harbitrater ‘an ole ass’ ‘as ter clear art. So the crorsin’ sweepers 
’ave cleared art.”’ 

A Delegate.—‘I moves as 'ow the standin’ orders be cleared 
art.” 

A Voice.—** Wot ho |—— "” 

Chairman.— Order, order! It were surgested yesterday that 
when ther tide wos in, ther delegates should bathe. Noos ‘ave 
reach me as ’ow the tide are in. The meetin’ is adjourned, feller 
werkus, while the meetin’ bathe.” 


(Meeting breaks up, a few delegates eg age down to the sea, while 
the hte turn as if by accident in the direction of the nearest 
“ pu ” 

[CuRTAIN.] 











Love’s Test. 


Trey sat together téte-a-téte es love and dinner, 

She one of Cupid’s veterans, he but a young beginner, 

‘‘Oh, Sallie, dear,’”’ he softly sighed, “‘ so madly I adore y 

I'd gladly spend a winter’s night upon my humble knees before 
you. 


“Do you see ne i rae be tropic vayre treasure ? 
I'll dive a hundred oms down and bring it u pleasure. 
Or would you have the rosebuds on some haughty Sesute’s bonnet ? 
That beauty’s head I’ll amputate with every flower upon it. 


‘‘ If boating charms my little bird—oh tell me, sweetest Sallie, 
And I will row you all the way from London Bridge to Calais. 
Or if you'd like a donkey ride, to Margate I will take you, 

And trot you up and down until the sun is like to bake you. 


“ Tf any wretch offended you, this carving knife I’d borrow, 
And cut him into penny slices ’ere this hour to-morrow. 

Nay, more, for when I'd buried him in yonder kitchen garden, 
I’d make the corpse get up again, and humbly ask your pardon. 


‘* Of all that I would do for you you cannot form a notion— 

Oh, sweet one, ask a boon of me, and test your knight’s devotion.” 

‘“‘ A boon I'll ask,”’ the maiden cried (the knight was all a flutter) ; 

“A boon I've asked a hundred times, when will you pass 
butter? 











Too Angry for Euphemism. 


A BiG Blanc Dash of snow descended 
On Jinks, while up Mont Blanc he wended. 
And, when he wished that mount to curse, 
He might have said 
‘“‘ Dash Blanc ! "’—instead 
Of which, the words he used were worse! 


When back to safety we’d transferred him, 
‘Damn Blanc!” he moaned—we plainly heard him! 
Yet Jinks was for that language rank 
Less blamed than pitied : 
For we admitted 


That, as he spoke, he LookeD dam’ blank ! 
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| “On Things in General.” || 

| By Mr. “Fox’s” WasHERwoman, | | 

I spose we really shall know ’ow ia 


things are goin’ to turn out regardin’ 
the Transvaal affair afore long, as I | 
see a Cabinet Council was ’ad last 
Friday. Mr. Chamberlain’as morethan | 
the patience of Job, for the way Old | 
Kruger ‘as been, wot I calls, playin’ with | 
‘im, is simply disgustin’; ’owever, ’is 
little game can’t last longer; “it wil] 
‘ave to be one thing or the other,’ as the 
man remarked wen ’is wife presented 'im 
with a baby. 

The Shamrock ’as been makin’ some 
satisfactory spins, wich shows that she 
ain’t top-’eavy, at any rate. Sir T. 
Lipton is very popular wherever ’e goes; 
’e seems to suit everyone to a T(ea); an’ 
no end of people ’opes that ’e will be 
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‘‘appy in ’is cups ’—I means, win the 
cup. 

India don’t strike me as the sort of 
place to go to if you feels ’ungry ; famine 
is allus stalkin’ about the land, an’ I see 
that relief works are about to be opened; 
let’s ’ope that they’ll ‘‘ rice to the occa- =—>—_—_ 
shun.’ Then, the rain ain’t come, wich 
is a‘‘damper”’ (parafox), an’ the plague 
is plaguin’ ’em, pore things! 

My boy Sam ses that cricket goes allover 




















the world ; Ranji’s goin’ to take a team | We 
to America, an’ a tour to the West | —& peop. 
Indies is contemplated. By-the-bye, s we al 
the Australian team ’as done well, there’s a 
no weak spots in it, an’ they’ve e 
“knocked spots’ out of some of our | 4 
elevens. | 
‘Another ‘eat wave!” is the cry. 
It’s unposserbel to keep cool, an’ I can | @ 
tell you that laundry work ’as been | |@ 
somethink orful; torkin’ about earnin’ | @& 
your livin’ by the sweat of your brow, it’s @ 
spread over a bigger surface than your ; 
brow. | @ 
The sailors don’t seem to take to | i 
strikin’ kindly, an’ a good job, to my ie 
idear; as a rule, ‘‘ I don’t beleave in | 3 . 
strikes,’ as Mr. Henpeckt remarks wen | | Wen 
‘is wife wields the poker. | | care¢ 
| | ° | Did you see that Judge French was | | revol 
ADVANCED ECONOMY fined for bathing at Felixstowe inadress | | and | 
that didn’t suit Mrs. Grundy ? She’sa | | as Us 
Boarding-house Keeper (to new Servant).—‘' 1 wish you would go up and down stairs | very perticular old lady, we know, but | | | 
two at a time, Matilda; it would save my carpets so much fancy a judge getting a ‘‘ dressin’ down,” mad 
| because ’e didn’t ’ave enough dresson, | T) 
| for such a thing! | open 
| | | Grac 
Earl 
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OF BVERY DESCRIPTION. 
CITY OF LONDON GLOSS for every kind of Black Leather Goods. 
” “9 SELF POLISHING WATEKPROOF BLACKING produces a Brilliant Polish. 


GLYCERINE CREAM (White and Black) for Cleaning and Polishing best Glace Kid and Patent Leather. 
For imparting a Brilliant Polish to all kinds of Brown Leather goods use 








9 iL TAN GLOSS. or 
BROWN LEATHER DRESSING. With either of these two articles, in two minutes, boots are ready to wear. 
Ask any Boot Dealer for ANDERSON'S goods, and be sure you get ti 
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